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MAY. 


THE BUTTERCUP. 

( Ranunculus bulbosct.) 

Class, Polyanclria. Order, Polygynia. Nat. Ord 
Ranunculaceae. 

The bulbous rooted Crowfoot or Butter-cup at 
this season gives the meadows the appearance of a 
cloth of gold. In the days of childhood this flower 
was a source of exquisite delight, when we rambled 
and revelled among them like the butterfly, and 
plucked them with a rude delight. In the spring 
time of life, when they were strewn around our path 
as thick as the stars in the firmament, we sported 
like young lambs about the verdant pastures, 
heedless of the future, and unmindful of the cares 
and vexations this bustling world had in store for 
us. In after years when we have been actors in 
the turmoils and vicissitudes of this uncertain 
globe, a thousand pleasurable sensations and asso- 
ciations rush back to our harassed minds at the 
sight of the flowers beloved and cherished in our 
early years. 

“ Again we feel our hearts are dancing. 

With wildly throbbing keen delight, 

At the bright seene of king- cups glancing 
Beneath the clear sun’s golden light. 
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“ Again we pluck the little flower, 

The first our childhood ever knew. 

And think upon the place and hour 
Where and when the first one grew. 

“ And as we gaze upon its cup, 

Shining with burnished gold, 

The faithful memory calls up 
How many a friend beloved of old.” 

There is nothing so harmless as the love we en- 
tertain in the days of our youth for fair and gentle 
flowers, when we make companions of those eter 
nal beauties of nature, which are scattered so pro- 
fusely around us in our walks. 

“ Yc wild flowers ! the gardens eclipse you, ’tis true. 
Yet wilcllings of nature, I doat upon you, 

For ye waft me to summers of old ; 

When the earth teem’d around me with fairy delight, 
And when daisies and buttercups gladden’d my sight* 
Like treasures of silver and gold. 

“ I love you for lulling me back into dreams 
Of the blue highland mountains and echoing streams, 
And the birchen glades breathmg their balm • 

While the deer was seen glancing in sunshine remote. 
And the deep mellow crush of the wood pigeon’s note 
Made music that sweetened the calm. 

“ Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tune, 

Than ye speak to my heart little wildlings of June, 

Of old ruin’d castles to tell, 

Where I thought it delightful your beauties to find, 
When the magic of nature first breathed on my mind, 
And your blossoms were part of the spell. 
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